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fell in line behind him. Thi; trail fan irregularly
between the firs, following the contour of the lake,
presently came on the open morass-land, and then
bewail to ascend in long zig-zags up the mountain.
It became rough and stony and narrower and
steeper the higher we ascended till when we reached
the summit it almost disappeared in a faint track.
After viewing for a moment the extended panorama
of lakes, rivers, and mountains that lay at our feet,
we cantered over the summit till at noon-time we
came on a miniature lake with a ring of firs round it
and a bushman's log-cabin lying open and unoccu-
pied at one end of it. There was nothing inside the
cabin except a large pewter-pot hanging by the
handle from a rafter. Our guide took it down, filled
it with lake-water and collecting dry wood, which
was lying in abundance all round, lit up in no time a
blazing fire, and while we sauntered idly in the woods
round the lake he set the pot boiling cauldron-wise
on an improvised tripod. When we were back from
the woods we found our faithful guide had got our
tea ready. A big fallen tree-trunk served both for
table and bench and our guide, quite in the mode of
the country, sat down with us and shared our frugal
repast of apples and sandwiches. When finished,
we hung the old pot back in its place and cautiously
put out every vestige of fire and were soon up on our
ponies cantering down a trail on the other side of the
mountain for the great falls. An hour's ride brought
us on the open face of the mountain and a little later
a deep ravine came in sight and the next instant our
great objective. Good heavens, what a sight we